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food-bill was to be divided equally between them. The
scheme worked admirably, and the two men became
devoted friends. They had tastes in common, for the
doctor, too, was a bibliophile and a great collector.
When Lane first went to Southwick Street, it was
arranged that he should pay ten shillings a week for
his room. When, years afterwards, he had become a
successful publisher, and went to take up his residence
at No. Gi Albany, he was still paying Pritchard ten
shillings a week! Pritchard was a generous, large-
hearted man. He would not put the rent up on a friend.
Among my father's patients at this time—I am speak-
ing of the middle or later eighties—was a member of
the Sette oj Odd Volumes^ by name James Brown. His
title in the confraternity was, if I mistake not, the
Astrologer•; at any rate, such is the personage depicted in
a pen-and-ink sketch—-executed by himself—which I
have in my possession and which portrays him seated
at a table encumbered with learned tomes, scales, pestle-
and-mortar, spy-glass, phials, retorts and all manner of
curious instruments. It was, I believe, through this
same James Brown that Lane himself became a member
of the sodality. One evening—it must have been before
his election—Lane, my father and myself found ourselves
among the guests of the Sette^ at one of their periodical
dinners. I suppose I was about sixteen at the time,
rather young no doubt to dine with so learned a society.
Dining out, however, was one of the accomplishments
which my father held should be included in a liberal
education, and I am sure Lane agreed with him. Bernard
Quaritch, looking like an old Dutch burgomaster in his
black skull-cap, and Sir Edwin Arnold, editor of the
'Daily Telegraph and author of, The Light of Asia^ were
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